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March 27, 2020

42“3 Jesus, Refuge of the Weary
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1 Je - sus, ref - uge of the wea-ry, Blest Re - deem - er,
2 Do we pass that cross un-heed-ing, Breath-ing no re -
3 Je - sus, may our hearts be burn-ing With more fer - vent
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whom we love, Foun - tain in life’s des - ert drea - ry, Sav - ior
pen - tant vow, Though we see You wound-ed, bleed-ing, See Your
love for You; May our eyes be ev - er turn -ing To be -
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from the world a - bove: Of - ten have Your eyes, of - fend - ed,
thorn-en - cir-cled brow? Yet Your sin - less death has brought us
hold Your cross a - new Till in glo-ry, part-ed nev - er
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Gazed up - on the sin - ner’s fall; Yet up - on the
Life e - ter - nal, peace, and rest; On - ly what Your
From the bless - ed Sav - ior’s side, Grav - en in our
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cross ex - tend - ed, You have borne the pain of all
grace has taught us  Calms the sin - ner’s deep dis - tress.
hearts for - ev - er, Dwell the cross, the Cru - ci - fied.

Tune and text: Public domain



438 A Lamb Goes Uncomplaining Forth
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1 A Lamb goes - com - plain - ing forth, The
2 This Lamb is Christ, the soul’s great friend, The
3 “Yes, Fa - ther, yes, most will - ing - ly ru
4 Lord, when Your -1y I shall see And
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guilt of sin - ners bear - ing And, lad - en with the
Lamb of God, our Sav - ior, Whom God the Fa - ther
bear what You com - mand Me. My will con-forms to
taste Your king - dom’s plea - sure, Your blood my roy - al
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sins of earth, None else the bur - den shar - ing; Goes
chose to send To gain for us His fa - vor. “Go
Your de-cree, TI’ll do what You have asked Me” O
robe shall be, My  joy be-yond all mea - sure! When
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pa - tient on, grows weak and faint, To slaugh-ter led with -
forth, My Son,” the Fa - ther said, “And free My chil - dren
won -drous Love, what have You done! The Fa - ther of - fers
1 ap - pear be - fore Your throne, Your righ - teous-ness shall
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out com-plaint, That spot-less life to of - fer, He bears the
from their dread Of  guilt and con-dem-na - tion. The wrath and
up His Son, De - sir-ing our sal-va - tion. O Love, how
be my crown; With these I need not hide me. And there, in
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stripes, the wounds, the lies, The mock -er - vy, and
stripes  are hard to bear, But by Your pas - sion
strong You are to save! You lay the One in -
gar - ments rich - ly wrought, As  Your own bride shall
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yet re - plies, “All this I glad - ly suf - fer.”
they will share The fruit of Your sal - va - tion.”
to the grave Who built the earth’s foun - da - tion.
we be brought To stand in  joy be - side You.

Tune: Public domain

Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005782



425 When | Survey the Wondrous Cross
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1 When 1 sur - vey the won - drous cross On which the
2 For - bid it, Lord, that I should boast Save in the
3 See, from His head, His hands, His feet Sor - row and
4 Were the whole realm of na - ture mine, That were a
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Prince of Glo - ry died, My  rich - est gain I
death  of Christ, my God; All the vain things that
love flow min - gled down! Did e’er such love and
trib - ute far too small; Love so a - maz - ing,
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count but loss And pour con-tempt on all my  pride.
charm me  most, I sac - ri - fice them to His  blood.
sor - row meet Or thorns com - pose  so rich a crown?
SO di - vine, De - mands my soul, my life, my all!

Text and tune: Public domain

449 O Sacred Head, Now Wounded
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10 sa-cred Head,now wound - ed, With grief and shame weighed down,
2 What Thou,my Lord, hast suf - fered Was all for sin - ners’  gain;
3 What languageshall I bor - row To thank Thee, dear - est Friend,
4 Be Thoumy con-so - la - tion, My shield, when I must die;
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Now scorn-ful -1y sur - round - ed With thorns, Thine on - ly crown.
Mine, mine was the trans - gres - sion, But Thine the dead - ly  pain.
For this Thy dy-ing sor - row, Thy pit - y with-out end?
Re - mind me of Thy pas - sion When my last hour draws nigh.
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(0] sa - cred Head,what glo - ry, What bliss, till now was Thine!
Lo, here I fall, my Sav - ior! °Tis I de - serve Thy place;
O make me Thine for - ev - er! And should I faint-ing be,

Mine eyes shall then be - hold Thee, Up - on Thy cross shall dwell,
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Yet, though de-spised and gor - 'y, 1 joy to call Thee mine.
Look on me with Thy fa - vor, And grant to me Thy grace.
Lord, let me nev - er, nev - er, Out - live my love for Thee.

My heart by faith en - fold Thee. Who di - eth thus dies well.

Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005782
Tune: Public domain



421 Jesus, Grant That Balm and Healing
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1Je - sus, grant that balm and heal-ing In Your ho - ly
2 Should some lust or sharp temp - ta - tion Fas - ci - nate my
31If the world my heart en - tic - es With the broad and
4 Ev - ’ry wound that pains or grieves me By Your wounds, Lord,
50 my God, my rock and tow - er, Grant that in  Your
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wounds 1 find, Ev - ’ry hour that I am feel-ing Pains of
sin - ful mind, Draw me to Your cross and pas-sion, And new
eas - y road, With se - duc-tive, sin-ful vi - ces, Let me
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made whole; When I’m faint, Your cross re - vives me, Grant - ing

death I  trust, Know-ing death has lost its pow - er Since You
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bod - y and of mind. Should some e - vil thought with - in
cour - age I shall find. Or should Sa - tan press me hard,
weigh the aw - ful load You were will-ing  to en - dure.
new life to my soul. Yes, Your com-fort ren - ders sweet
crushed it in the dust. Sav - ior, let Your ag - o - ny
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Tempt my treach-’rous heart to sin, Show the per - il, and from
Let me then be on my guard, Say - ing, “Christ for me was
Help me flee all thoughts im - pure And to mas - ter each temp-
Ev - ’ry bit - ter cup I meet; For Your all - a - ton - ing
Ev - er help and com - fort me; When I die be my pro-
[ 9 I I P I I Il |
=T Heo—pF—F—F 5 F# - ———
[ :j} - B =l 1 { ! 1 ! | { ! } | i |
sin - ning Keep me from its first be - gin - ning.
wound - ed,” That the tempt - er flee con-found - ed.
ta - tion, Calm in prayer and med -1 - ta -  tion.
pas - sion Has pro - cured my soul’s sal - va -  tion.
tec - tion, Light and life and res - ur - rec - tion.

Text and tune: Public domain



739 Precious Lord, Take My Hand
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1 Pre - cious Lord, take my hand, Lead me on, let me stand;
2 When my way grows  drear, Pre - cious Lord, lin-ger near,
3 When the dark - ness ap-pears And the night draws near
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I am tired, I am weak, I am worn.
When my life is al - most gone,
And the day is al - most gone,
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Through the storm, through the night, Lead me on to the light.
Hear my cry, hear my call; Hold my hand lest I fall.

At the riv - er I stand; Guide my feet, hold my hand,
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Take my hand, pre - cious Lord; lead me home.

Take my hand, pre - cious Lord; lead me home.

Take my hand, pre - cious Lord; lead me home.

Tune and text: © 1938 (renewed) Warner-Tamerlane Publishing Corp., admin. Alfred Music. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005782

919 Abide, O Dearest Jesus
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1 A-bide, O dear-est Je - sus, A - mong us with Your grace
2 A-bide, O dear Re-deem - er, A - mong us with Your Word,
3 A - bide with heav’'n-ly bright - ness A - mong us, pre-cious Light;
4 A - bide with rich - est bless - ings A - mong us, boun-teous Lord;
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That Sa - tan may not harm us Nor we to sin give place.
And thus now and here - af - ter True peace and joy  af - ford.
Your truth di-rect and keep us From er - ror’s gloom - y  night.
Let us in graceand wis-dom Grow dai - ly through Your Word.

5  Abide with Your protection
Among us, Lord, our strength,
Lest world and Satan fell us
And overcome at length.

6  Abide, O faithful Savior,
Among us with Your love;
Grant steadfastness and help us
To reach our home above.

Tune and text: Public domain



805 Praise God, from Whom All Blessings Flow

=
1~
|
I

Praise Him, all

flow;

from whom all  bless - ings

A Praise God,
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Praise Him a-bove, ye heav’'n

- low;

crea-tures here be
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A - men.

Ghost.
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Son, and Ho

Fa - ther,

Praise

host:

Tune and text: Public domain



